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to the humility of her environment, and making us also
lose sight of it (only that we had hardly room enough
to sit down) by the absence of all apology, any more
than if she were receiving us in a palace. There is not a
better-bred woman in the world; and one does not think
whether she has any breeding or no. Her little bit of a
round table was already spread for us with some blue
earthen-ware tea-cups; and after she had got through
an interview with the Swedish consul (about her pass-
port, I believe) and dismissed him with a hearty pres-
sure of his hand between both her own, she gave us our
tea, and some bread, and a mouthful of cake. Mean-
while, as the day declined, there had been the most
beautiful view over the Campagna, out of one of her
windows, and from the other, looking towards Saint
Peter's, the broad glow of a mildly glorious sunset,
not so pompous and magnificent as many that I have
seen in America, but softer and sweeter, in all its
changes, than I almost ever saw. As its beautiful hues
died slowly away, the half-moon shone out brighter and
brighter; for there was not a cloud in the sky, and it
seemed like the moonlight of my younger days, which
has vanished for many a long year. In the garden be-
neath her window, verging upon the Tarpeian Rock,
there was shrubbery, and one large tree, softening the
brow of the famous precipice adown which the old
Romans used to fling their traitors, or sometimes their
patriots.

Miss Bremer talked plentifully in her strange gibber-
ish; good English enough, for a foreigner, but so oddly
intonated and accented that it is impossible to be sure
of more than one word in ten. Being so little compre-
hensible, it is very singular how she contrives to make
her auditors so perfectly certain, as they are, that she
is talking the best sense in the world, and in the kind-
liest spirit. There is no better heart than hers, and not
many sounder headsj and a little touch of sentiment